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he greatly addicted to drawing-room comedies. He preferred
something with action rather than dialogue, and he thoroughly
enjoyed being made to laugh as well as to cry. He did not approach
a play in a critical spirit, but was content to estimate its worth in
relation to the personal pleasure he derived from it.

He was greatly entertained by Sir Herbert Tree's resplendent
productions at His Majesty's and always did his best to attend first
nights there, afterward going to supper in Sir Herbert's famous
upstair room.

He regarded the Trees as the wittiest couple of his acquaintance,
and on his very occasional visits to the Garrick Club, of which he
had recently become a member, he counted himself fortunate if he
found Tree presiding at the supper table.

But he rarely made use of the Garrick or of the Reform, to
which he also belonged, since neither leisure, habit nor inclination
predisposed him to club life.

Amiable and sociable though he was, he had little facility
for that inner expansiveness which transmutes acquaintance into
friendship $ and he rarely sought exclusively male society.

Nevertheless, his daily intercourse with his colleagues drew
him much into their company in his hours of recreation. In
those years Walton Heath was, after Westminster, the chief scene
of Ministerial activity. There Mr. Lloyd George and Mr. Master-
man had houses, and Sir George (later Lord) Riddell exercised a
genial dictatorship 5 and there Cabinet Ministers foregathered
during the week-end, especially during those months of the year
when there was little attraction in leaving London for longer
than a day.

The golf was neither skilful nor serious, but it formed an
excuse for exercise and an opportunity for discussion. Foursomes
were naturally preferred as supplying a larger quorum for these
mobile meetings, but on occasions when the political sky was
especially overcast a sixsome was not unknown. I have in mind
one of these in particular, the participants in which were Mr.
Lloyd George, Mr. Churchill, Mr. Masterman, Sir George Riddell,
my father and myself. The first five marched round the course
in serried ranks, absorbed in affairs of State, while my recognized
task was to recall them from time to time to the realities of the
situation by pointing out to each of the others in turn that he had
either trodden on or walked far beyond his ball. Comparative
silence was observed during the actual process of addressing the
ball, but it was obviously regarded as an irksome waste of time
and almost as the club descended the spate of conversation broke
out afresh.